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A Stranded Jerry Is Not A Happy Jerry 


Author's Notes: 

Ok, so | never write those two but this story unexpectedly came to me as | was searching for pictures of 
Duff McKagan and ended up seeing this article and reading about Jerry's ordeal after their first night opening 
for GnR in 2016. 

http://wwwalternativenationnet/alice-in-chains-guns-n-roses-autographs/ 


Somehow, | thought that'd be good fic material. Hope it makes you laugh! 


Stone growled as he heard the phone ring. There was definitely nothing nice about being woken up by a phone 
ringing in the middle of the night. He turned around and lay on his back sighing, hoping the phone would stop 
making that obnoxious noise. 


Why does the phone seems to ring only a few times whenever you need to pick up and get that call and don't 
have time to grab it? ‘cause now that you want it to stop and go straight to voicemail, it seems to have no 


problem ringing on and on. 


Stone was about to bury his head under his pillow and wait for the ringing to stop when he noticed the 


ringtone. That was the new ringtone he had programmed for Jerry's phone. 


Stone's sleepy brain immediately went on full awake mode. Jerry calling him in the middle of the night while he 


was on tour? That was not good news probably. 


"Shit!" Stone let out before slinging his arm towards the side of the bed and grabbing his phone from the 
bedside table. 


Jerry?" 
'Finally!," Jerry answered. 

"Jerry, what..? Are you ok?" 

"No, am not ok" 

Shit. 

"Whats wrong? Did something happen?" 

Sone heard Jerry snicker but he could guess that whatever happened, it was not funny. 

"lim fucking stranded in the middle of nowhere in Pennsylvania at a truck stop. That's what happened." 


Stone rubbed his eyes, hoping this would help him understand the situation better. He didn't really get the 
whole thing yet, apart from hearing that Jerry was pretty upset and he was stranded. 


"You guys had an accident?" 


"I wish.. No, | got off the bus to grab breakfast and the next thing | know, | walk out of Arbys with a 


cheeseburger and - holy fuck - the bus is gone” 

Stone scratched his head. 

"You shouldnt have a burger for breakfast, Jer” 

Jerry looked at his phone and wondered if he heard right 
"Stone, please, not now. Don't give me that kind of shit now." 


Ok, ok... lm sorry. | just woke up, alright?" 


"| know." 

"What time is it over there?" 

"Almost 630." 

Stone nodded to himself. Jerry was not a morning person.. Unfortunately. 
‘In the morning," Jerry added. 

"| got that, thanks." 

"What the hell am | supposed to do now?" 


Jerry's tone was irritated enough. Stone tried to wake up a little more and think of something beyond the 


obvious but only the obvious registered with him for now. 

"Did you call the bus?" 

"course, | did. Twice already! Nobody replies. Guess they're all still sleeping." 
"And you don't have the number of the driver?" 

"No, | don't, remind me to skin him alive when | see him, by the way.’ 


"Listen, | don't know what to tell you, baby... I'm so sorry. Did the gig go well last night at least?," Stone asked, 
trying to get Jerry to calm down. 


"Yeah, more or less... Still getting into it, you know, first one of the tour.. Whatever." 


"Well.. So maybe try calling them again in fifteen minutes or so, it will be almost 7 o'clock.. Somebody will be 


awake. Anyway, they're bound to notice you're not there.” 
"Yeah, but when? At soundcheck in two days in Washington?" 
Stone's smile turned into a yawn. 

"Your next concert is in two days? Oh, then its not so bad" 


Jerry was about to slam his cell phone on the ground when he heard that comment, but he figured being 


stranded without a cell phone was worse than with one, so he refrained from giving in to the temptation. 


"You're kidding, right?" 


"Call an Uber and get to a rental car and drive to wherever is your next concert,” Stone said. 
"You're drunk or fuck, Stone? You know how far Detroit is from Washington?" 
Stone stretched and then tucked himself more comfortably against the pillows and the bed padded headboard. 


"You must have been driving already for a while since it's almost 7.00 am. You're maybe not that far from 


Washington" 

Jerry shook his head in disbelief. This must be a nightmare. 

"Let me see," Stone added. 

Stone opened google map on his phone and typed Detroit and directions to Washington DC. 


"Okay... It's a bit over 8 hour drive if you take the road with tolls, and Il without Tolls. Without tolls, it makes 


you drive through Niagara Falls, might be more scenic, actually.’ 
"| swear, Stone, | would strangle you right now if you weren't a few thousand miles away." 


"Come on, | try to lighten the mood... Its gonna be fine. They'll drive back and pick you up. I'm just... | don't know 
what else to say or do. What do you want me to do from here? It's 3.45 am in Seattle and l'm in bed" 


"Then entertain me at least. What are you wearing?" 
Stone facepalmed 

"No, we're not doing that now. Not with you in this mood” 

"Too bad. You know sex is pretty good when I'm mad" 

'Sex’s always pretty good with you," Stone replied, hoping a little a bit of flattery would go a long way to 


soothe Jerry. "I love you, baby. Relax and try calling them again. Maybe it's best you save some phone battery 


to call them instead of me for now" 
The blond hated it when Stone was right, but he was right. 
"Okay, yes 

"Call me when you get some news" 


Jerry hung up and checked his battery. It was half-way down. He tried to call again their tour manager and 


Sean, without success. Ten minutes later, however, Sean called back. 


The bus had been driving for half an hour only since it had departed from the gas station without Jerry so 
about 35 minutes later, they were back and picked up a still seething Jerry. 


The blond grabbed a hot coffee mug from Mike as he walked into the bus and went straight to the back of it 


to lock himself and try not to murder anyone for the next two hours. 

After Jerry had gone through half of his coffee, he called up Stone again 

"So what's the status?," Stone asked. 

"Am back on the bus. They picked me up a while ago." 

"Oh, good. So all's fine.” 

"Yes, it's fucking great." 

"I know you're mad and annoyed and all that.. But try to let it slide. This is shitty but these things happen" 
"| know it's just.. Fuck, i's bad" 

"Don't kill your driver, though." 

‘I'm tempted, seriously." 

"That's why I'm telling you not to." 

"Stone, I'm sorry | snapped at you earlier... l.. | didn't mean it, you know." 

‘It's alright, don't worry." 

‘Ive been away from you for four days only and l'm so cranky already... This is bad" 
‘It's only for two weeks, baby." 

"Two weeks without your sweet ass and beautiful mouth... That's a lot" 

"We'll catch up when you're home." 

"You bet. I'm gonna be fucking you senseless when | come back till your birthday." 


Stone quickly made a mental calculation That'd be IT days of sex marathon.. 


"Yeah, but we stop at my birthday ‘cause | invited my parents to come over this year for a barbecue. 
"Damn... So we take a break, but then we can continue till my birthday" 

Stone chuckled a bit too loud 

"What?" 

"Don't overestimate yourself, Jerr... You're not 25 anymore” 


"No, and you're not either, but you still make me feel like it when we get it on." 


